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I was a butterfly, I remember, and did what I considered a wonderful dance on the tips of my toes with arms extended, wearing a marvellous garment which I had been permitted to select from the wardrobe of the Imperial Opera House. Our performance was the great social event of that season, and Princess Daisy's charities benefited greatly.
When acting as hostess at her husband's country place in South Germany, her behaviour was even more unconventional than it was in Berlin. He was a great nobleman, steeped in family traditions, and liked things to be done top-notch, a taste which was not shared by his wife. She was in her own room upstairs one day when she heard the arrival of a visitor. Tiptoeing across the gallery she peeped over the railings into the hall below and saw a man standing there waiting. Instantly a practical joke suggested itself to her. She ran back into her bedroom and re-appeared a moment later with a jug of water which she emptied on the figure below. She was not in the least dismayed to find that the wrathful, spluttering man who turned up his face to see where the cold douche had come from was not the frisky young officer whom she had mistaken him for, but a neighbouring landowner of noble birth and great importance, whom she hardly knew, and who had driven over twenty miles to pay her a ceremonious call!
Her cavalier treatment of her admirers was unparalleled, though the poor creatures were usually so helplessly in love with her that they seemed to bear her no ill-will for the scorn she heaped upon them. One summer evening, when we were all gathered on the lawn, she turned to a youth and, pointing to aBERLIN                            59
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